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Minſk be the Feed of Love, fag en. - 
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SIGISIS 2 


COLLECTION 


NEW soN GSA Ge. 


Sang by Mr. Lows at Vauxhall. 
Told my Nymph, I told ber true, 
- eee 


; e te = 


I. 


Of Crops deſtroy d by vernal Cold, 


And vagrant Sheep that left my Fold; 

Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to bear 

And is not Flavia then fincere ? 
And is not, Sc. 


How, chang'd by Fortune's fickle Wind. 


The Friends I lov'd became unkiad, 


She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous Tear; 
And i not Flavia then fincere ? 
And is not, &c. 


. N | 
How, if the deign'd my Love to bleſs, | 
My Flavia muſt not hope for Dreſs: | 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmnil'd to hear ; 
find Flavia, Se. wg 


Go, ſhear your Flocks, ye, jovi Swains, 

Go, reap the Plenty of your Plains ; FF ah» - 

Deſpoi'd of all which you revere, 

F know my Flavis's Love ere 
1 know my Flavia's, &c. 


Sung by Mr. Lows. 
In Inilation of Hoz.acz, Book v. Ode 15. 
HE Moon ſhone forth ſerenely bright, 
And all the leſſer Stars gave Light, 
To witneſs Czlia's Shame. 
Ye highly injur'd Gods, declare 
The tender Oath ye heard her ſwear, 
That blaſted all her Fame. 


That blafted, &c. 
„ | 

She ſwore, while Wolves the Lambs deftroy, 
Or dread Orion's Storms annoy 
The Bark in Winter's Sea; 
While Zephyr fans Apollo's Locks, 
Or Shepherds pipe to fleecy Flocks, - 
Our Love ſhou'd mutual be. 
Our Love, Sc. | 


(3) 
m. 


Yet Cælia may repent too late; 
For ſlighted Love ſoon turns to Hate, 

And will diſdain 
And gives an envy'd Rival Part, 

To give her Lover Pain. 

To give ber, Sc. 
=_ 
To Thee who mocking hears my Sighs, 
And quaffs Love's Nectar from her Eyes, 
Shou'd Cupid lend Thee all his Power, 
She'll watch ſome ftill unguarded Hour, 
And bid Thee too farewell. | 
Amd bid, &c. 


I. 


HE weſtera Sky was purpled o'er 


With every pleaſing Ray : 


The fultry Heats of Day: 
When from an Hazers artleſs Bow'r 
Soft warbled Strephon's Tongue; 
He bieſt the Scene, he bleſt the Hour, 
While Nancy's Praiſe he ſung. 
When from an Hazel"s, &c. 


(4) 
II. ? 


Let Fops with fickle Falſhood range 
The Paths of wanton Love, 
Whilſt weeping 


Maids lament their Change, 
And ſadden every Grove. 

But endleſs Bleffings crown the Day 

I faw fair Eſham's Dale, 

And every Blefling find its Way 
To Nancy of the Vale 

But endleſs Bletngs, &c. 


* 


III. 


Her was like the Reed, ſo fleck, 
Ap taper, ſtrait, and fair: : 


charming 
For in the winding Vale retir d, 


This peerleſs Bud 1 found; 
Rocks and Woods conſpir'd 


To fence her Beauties round. 
For in the winding, &c, 
IV, 
That Nature in fo lone a Dell 
Shou'd form a Nymph fo ſweet 
Or Fortune to her ſecret Cell 
Conduct my wand ring Feet! 
Lordlings ſought ber for their Bride, 
. 
« Prove to your Equals true, ſhe cry'd, 
* As I will prove to mine. 
Gay Lordlings, &c. 


v. «Tis 


(s) 


V. 
Mountain's Brow, 


« With him Flt climb the Hill.” 
Struck with her Charms and gentle Truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant Fair 


gung by Miſs Sravangon at Vauxhall, 
3 
LL Attendants apart, 

T examin'd my Heart, 
Laſt Night when I laid me to Reſt: 
And methinks Pm inclin d 
To a Change of my Mind, : 
For you know ſecond Thoughts are the beſt. 

For you know, Se. 


(6) 
In a World fo abounding with Evil, 
Tho” not fo demure, 
And to wage open War with the Devil. 
Ad to wage open War, Ge. 


IV. 
In bidding farewell 


To the Thoughts of a Cell, 
PI prepare 


for a militant Life ; NT 

And if brought to Diſtreſs, 

Why then Ill confeſs, 1 

And do Penance in Shape of a Wiſe. 
And do Penance, &c. 


Sung by Miſs STEVENSON. 


L | 
HEN tutor'd under Mama's Care, 
She gave ſtrict Charge that none ſhou'd dare 
To curb my growing Spirit. 
My Neck and Boſom ne'er were hid, 
Romances ever reading; 
To hold my Head up I was bid, 
That I might ſhew my Breeding. 
| That ] might fbew, &c. 


II. 
By Turns I play d the Flirt and Prude, 
Aſſected Joy and Sorrow; 
And what to-day was monſtrous rude, 
I thought polite to-morrow. 


Bur 2 us d him juſt the ſane, „ ir- c 2 

I lik'd him beſt of any : OILED $f: 7 
With Tears and Sighs he often ſwore i aa 

For me his Heart was bleeding; * 
I only plagu'd him ftill the more, 
Thar I might ſhew my Breeding. 
That I might, —_—— 
Earag'd, he vou'd to break his Chaln, 1 
| And fly to ſmiling Kiuy z ſp cv; 12h Il 
I could not bear to meet Diſdain 1 
For one not half fo pretty; N 
With gentler Words I bade him ſtay, 

For Pardon fell to pleading; z  _ -- 
We went to Church, 1 3 
I thew'd him better * 3 
| T bim, Ge. | 


The FAIRING. Sung by Miſs STEVEmEs. 


L 
S I went o'er the Meadows, ä 


231259259 bows 
Way, 


16 _, 


(8) 


He aſk'd me to let him to go with me there, 
No Harm ſhall come to you, young Danſel, I ſwear, 
PII buy you a Fairing w yur bn your Mate. 

I'll bay you, We. 

IL | 
You've a great Way to go, it is more than a Mile; 
We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon Stile; 
Pve a Story to tell, that will charm you the while. 
To go with him farther 1 did not much care, 
Bur ftill I went on, though ſuſpeRting a Snare, 
For I dream d of a Fairing to come from the Fair. 
For I drean'd, &c. at 


To make me more eaſy, he faid all he cou'd, 
I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs hed be good, 
The . r Bn tp by rs; 
oung Roger had promis d, and bautk'd me laſt Year, 
Low ww ry I wou'd go no more there, 
The I long'd ger ſo much for a Gift from the Fair. 
DD I long'd, Sr. | 
IV. 


mast tilt, he eden be 5d, Na, | 
He preſs'd my ſoft Lips, as if there he wov'd grow; 
Take Care how that Way for the Shepherd you go. 
Confounded I ran, when I found out his Snare, 
No Ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch Hands will I wear, 
Nor go while I live for a Gift to the Fair. 
Nor go, Sc. 


8 — 
„„ 


(9) 
Sung by Miſs STEvENsoN. 


L | 

HAT I might not be plagu'd with the Non- 

ſenſe of Men, | 

I promis'd my Mother again and again, 

To ſay as ſhe bids me wherever I 

And i all that they ak, or wou have, vn em, No. 
And to all, Sc. 1 

md eee e 

They'll want to be with me, I warrant, no more; 

And I own Pm not forry for ſerving them ſo; 

Were the ſame Thing to do, I again ſhou'd fay No. 
Were the ſame, Sc. 

II. 

For a Shepherd I like, with more Courage and Art, 

Won t let me alone, tho? I bid him depart; 

Such Queſtions he puts, fince I anſwer him ſo, 
Thar he makes me mean Yes, tho' my Words are fill 
No. | 

That be makes, Sc. 
IV. 

He afl'd, did I hate him, or think him too plain ? 
(Let me die, if he is not a clever young Swain) 
If he ventur'd a Kiſs, if I from him wou'd go? 
ani, dro 


The be roſea, Sc. 
1 v. He 


» 


(0) 


V. 
He aſk'd, if my Heart to another was gone, 
If Fd have him to leave me, and ceaſe to love on, 
FI meant all my Life-long to anſwer him fo? 


I fauker'd, and figh'd, and reply d to him, No. 
1 faulter d, Sc. 


VI. | 

This Morning, am End to his Courtſhip he made, 

Will Phillis live longer a Virgin ? he fad: 

If I preſs you to Church, will you ſcruple to go? 

In a hearty good Humour I anſwer'd, No, No. 
In a hearty, &c. 


Sung by Mr. Lows. 
I. 
TINT me nat in Love or Wine. 


See, ſee the Grape bleeds to repleniſh my Cup; 
Ful drink it, Silenus ; FRO Wop: "2 
And tho* my Feet ſtagger, and tho* my Eyes 

W 


* . 
2 
: ** * II. 
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.- * N . — 89 © « 9 * 5 - * . 


Truce with your Bumpers ; Venus now 
The- 


ruddy Victor chaces : 7 
Send fore Nymph with graceful Brow 
To my warm Embeaces. 

Send ſome, Sc. 


(er) 

Ser blooming young Hebe is now on the Wing, 

As ripe as full Summer, 24 wanton as Spring ; 

Ye Fawns and ye Dryads, far hence from the Grove, 

Tis Silence and Gloom that is ſacred to Love. 
"Tis Silence, Sc. | 


III. 

Steering thas from Joy to Joy, 
Careful Thoughts I baniſh ; 
Time this Flame ſhall ne er deſtroy ; 

Others blaze and vaniſh. 
Time this Flame, Ec. 
Ye Graces and Satyrs, my Chaplet prepare, 
With Myrtle and Ivy come bind up my Hair: 
While I in due Juftice your Pains will ente, 
By drinking all Day, and by loving all Night, 
By drinking, Sc. 


4 
HERE's my Swain,  blythe and clever? | 
Why d'ye leave me all in Sorrow? 
Three whole Days are gone for ever, 
Since you faid you'd come To-morrow. 
If you lov'd but half as I do' 
You'd been here wich Looks bo bonny ; 
Love has flying Wings I well know, 
Lee bas flying, Se. 
C 2 I. What 


Whine not in Deſpair and Sorrow, 
Bleſs'd another Lad may make ye 3 
for none beyond to- morrow. 

Bleſs d another, Sc. 


(13) 
Sung by Miſs STEvenson. 
I. 

RIGHT Sol at length, by Thetis woo'd, 
Is ſunk beneath the weſtern Flood, 
And now within yon ſacred Grove 
I hafte to meet the Youth I love. = 
Reclin'd beneath the Beachen Shade 
While Zephyrs whiſper round his Head, 
Methinks I heat him fighing fay, 
Come lovely Stella, haſte away. 
* — &c. 


IL. 


I come, my Damon, fraught with Joy, 
| Swift as the Mountain Deer I fly; 
Within thy faithful Arms to lay, . 
" And love the Cares of Liſe away. 
a Yo heed wth ancl Trends 
Firm as great Heav'n's d Decree, 
To keep my ſpotleſs Heart for thee. 
To keep my, Se. | 
Zy that fond Heart, the trueſt, beſt, 
That ever warm'd a Virgin's Breaſt ; - 
By that fond Heart, dear Youth, I ſwear, 
Thou, only Thou, art treaſur d there. 
There ſhalt thou ever, deareſt Swain, 
My Boſom's faithful Inmate reign ; 
While oft II fay, what all muſt fee, 
Was ever Woman bleſfs'd like me! 
Was ever, &c. 


f 14) 


Sung by Mr. Lows. From Axacirov. 
I. 


* Dead of ch Night, ben wih Labour 
oppreſs'd, 
All Mortals enjoy the calm | of Reſt, 
Cupid knock d at my Door, I awoke with the Noiſe, 
And who is it (I call d) that my Sleep thus deſtroys ? 
, II. 

You need not be frighten'd, he anſwer'd ſo mild, 
Let me in; Fm a little unfortunate Child; 


"Tis a dark rainy Night; and Em wet to the Skin; 


— I 6s yruy ot me in. 


I was mov'd with Compatiion ; and friking a Light, 

I open'd the Door, when a Boy ſtood in Sight, 

Who had Wings. on his Shoulders ; the Rain from 
him 'dripp'd, | 

With a Bow and ith Arrows too be was cquipp'd. 

"— 

I Hd up my Fire, and cloſe by its Side, 

I fet him down by me; with Napkins 1 dry'd, 

I chaf'd him all over, kept out the cold Air, 


r 


ory 

He from Wet and from Cold was no ſaoacr at Eaſe, 
- But taking his Bow up, he ſaid, if you pleaſe 
We will try it; I wou'd by Experiment know 
If the Wer hath 2 — 


VL Forth- 


(25) 


| VL 

Forthwith from his Quiver an Arrow he drew, 

To the String he apply'd it, and twang went the 

Yew; 

The Arrow was gone; in wy Befou ic cencer's, . 

No Sting of a Hornet more ſharp ever enter d. 
| VI. | 

fcipp'd the Urchin as briſk as a Ber, 


Away 


| Gs 4a I wiſh you much Joy, Friend, q 


W is ann Wen wen deen 
But you will have Trouble enoogh with your Heart. 


*,* The Muſick to the preceding Songs, compoſed by 
. Worcan, is fold — — . 
Bow-Church CE - 


—— on leaving the Town 


| L 3 
Harbingers of Buds and Flowers; 
Welcome Sun, Ge. 
Welcome Grots and cooling Shades ; 
Farewell Balls and Maſquetades. 
Farewell, Se. = | 980 
r 


Blooming May, Cc. 


(16) 
Fatling Lambs around us bleat, 
Daiſies ſpring beneath their Feet. 
Failing Lambs, Sc. 


III. 


Birds are perch'd on ev'ry Spray, 
Warbling-Notes to praiſe the Day; 
Birds are, &c. 1 
Thouſand Herbs their Fragrance yield, 
Cowſlip's cover all the Field. 
Thouſand Herbs, &c. 
... 
Sure tis Time that now we flee, 
London, from thy Smoak and thee ; 
Sure *tis, Sc. 
Welcome Joys more pure and true, 
Drums and Routs, adieu, adieu. 
Welcome Joys, &c. 


The King of Pzuss1a's March. 


I. 


HAT Honours are to Frederick due, 
W The Pruſſian s matchleſa King, 
Who can forbear to ſing? 

To ſhare his Crown, with Hatred keen, 
Four Sov'reigns had agreed: 
The Gallic King, Hungaria's Queen, 
The ſavage Ruſs and Swede. 

The ſavage, Sc. 


II. The: 


( 17”) 


The Princes of the Empire came, 
To aid the baſe Deſign ; 
Thro? Terror of th' Imperial Name, 
Unwilling Aid they join. | 
Tho? num rous Hoſts of Foes ſurround 
Undaunted he maintains his Ground, 
And truſts in Heav'n alone. | 
And truſts, Sc. | 
III. 
He met, he fought them, and o erthrew; 
Whole Armies wear his Chain ! 
Time never ſuch an Hero knew, 
Nor e er ſhall know again go 
Daun's Laurel withers on his Head, 
Lorrain, drink on and die; 
Your Fate again to fly. 
Your Fate, &c. 
IV. 
Th' Hungarian Queen now feels the Smart 
Of Perjury and Pride; 
Her haughty and malicious Heart 
No more ſhall Oaths deride. 
Great Prince! ſuſtain thy noble Mind, 
- Should ftill new Armies riſe ; 
Their Fury is by Heav'n defign'd 
To ſwell thy Victories. 5 
To fell, Cc. 


D The 


(18) 


The BACCHANALIAN. 


L 
HILE I quaff the roſy Wine, 
With enliven'd Wit I ſhine, 
With enliven'd, Sc. 
Singing then the Muſe's Praiſe, 
Double Fire inſpires my Lays. 
Double Fire, Sc. 


II. 
While I quaff the roſy Wine, 
I feel, I feel, the Pow'r divine, 
J feel, &c. 
Free me from all Sorrow's Sway, 
I puff, like Winds, my Care away. 
I puff, G.. 


While I quaff the roſy Wine, 
All my Faculties refine ; 
All my, Ee. 
My Temper grows ſerene and fair, 
And like the Summer Evening's Air. 
And like, c. 


III. 


Iv. 


Wbile I quaff the roſy Wine, 


Crowns of oc rous Flow'rs I twine, 
Crowns of, c. | 
Singing to the ecchoing Grove 
. The Pleaſures of that Life I love. 
The Pleaſures, Ec. 


V. While 


. 
| 
| 
: 
| 
* 


1 — 1 _— 
— „ ‚ ‚-remǵ e „ „% n nn CCS CCS. 


Youth does again my Veins inſpire; - 
I lead the Dance, and join the Choir. 
T lead the, Sc. 
While I quatF the rofy Wine, 8 
I its Force to Reaſon join. a3. 
I its Force, Sc. : 
And ftcel my Breaſt againſt that Fall, 
Fhat common Fate that waits us all. 

- That common, Sc. 


The Banxs of the DEE. we 
I. | 
RUE Bliſs in Retirement can only be found, 
In vain we ſhall ſeek it in Pleaſure's dull 
| Round: | by a 
The Truth of this Maxim Philander could fee 


When the Vort'ry of Cupid, ata rs 
When the Jerry, G.. 


D2 II. He 


(20) 
II. 


He often reſolv d to retire from the Crowd, 
pall'd with its Pleaſures, ſo empty and loud; 
As oft he relaps'd, from a Whim to be free, 
But at laſt was reform d by the Banks of the Dee. 
But at laſt, Sc. 
From Noiſe and ſalſe Pleaſures he quickly withdrew, 
To taſte of the ſolid, the laſting and true; 
Grew fond of Retirement ; nor car'd but for three, 
A Friend, and a Book, and the Banks of the Dee. 

4 Friend, * F 43, 

; IV. 


r 

He read a great deal, and at Times he cou'd wike 3 
Upmov'd by Ambition, contented and free, 
He often ſuog thus on the Bapks of the Dec. : 
He often, Sc. 


— 


« The Monarch, ail jealous of Plot and Defigns, | 
« Who ſighs at his Heart, while in Splendor he 
ſhines, 

« With Pity I trace through the irkſome Levee, 
And bleſs my kind Stars for the Banks of the Dee. 
« And bleſs, &c. 


VI. | 8 
The Miſer, how wretched, amidſt all his Store, 
&« What he has he can't taſte, — 
more z 
While I. with a lle, am happy. and free, 
6 In a pleaſing Retreat on the Banks of the Dee. 
5 In @ pleaſing, &c. 


VI. Let 


. 
* 
* 
o 
- 


„5 „ & Se 


(21 

Vn. 
Let Tom, without Paſſion, ſtill figh for the Fair, 
« Aﬀect their ſoit Manner, and mimick their Air; 
% Supply them with Scandal, o'er Green and Bohea, 


« Give me a Retreat, on the Banks of the Dee. 
« Grue me, Sc. 


No Duns to moleſt me, no Cares to harraſa, 

< In a pleaſing Succeſſion the Moments will paſs ; 

4 Art Peace with the World, contented and free, 

FI live, and PH die, on the Banks of the Dee. 
« PI ve, Ge. 


CORYDON ud DELIA. 
I. 


AN ons DOOR ets | = 
To fly purſuing Love? 3 
To fy, &c. | 
Can ſhe my Paſſion ftill refit, - 
And always fcornful prove? 
And akways, Ec. | | 
I. , 
Rn 
And did it oft repeat, 
- And did it, S.. 
But Sighs and Tears will not avail, 
She all my Hopes defeat. 
She all, &c. 


III. 

Pity my Fate, ye Powers above, 
Relax the Fair One's Heart, 
Relax, &c. 3 


(22) 
And grant that Delia may in Love 
With Corydon bear Part. 
With Corydon, c. 


weed dee ofthe Dry Diet: 


I. 
Sing two valiant Leaders, of whom no Man can 
That till as they ever ran way. 
nen how gay and debon- 


What Speeches, what parading, before the Wind 
Prov d fair} 8 


The Wind at — 6 now for Rack 
fort Bay, 


Se wy Sea ſhou'd fwell, 
Why they'll — * 


III. 


as well. 


Beſides a dreadful Dirch, Sir, the Depth on't no Man 

knows, 

Yer farely denp enough, Six, to cool a Soldier's Toes ; 

Then mighty M—d— voted, the fame didC—n—y 
bold, 

The paſſing of this Ditch, Sir, would give their Sol- 


IV. i 
A tee ds 
1 their Spying-Glaſſes, to ſee what they 


ſhou d fay ; 
A Camp 


623 
A Camp behind; the Hedges pur Gea'rals f full 


clear, 
An Army in the Moon, Sir, to take us in the Rear.: 


It was too deep and high, Sir, what could theſe poor 
Men do? 


For had the Walls been Paſtry, the Ditch a Giavey 


Soup, 
The Men within them Poultry, my Life they had cat 
VI. 


them up. 


Of M—rd— now and C—nw—y, let Britiſh Annals 

ring; [Byng. 
And how they out-did Sinclair, and how they rival d 
Nor be the Ditch wherein their Wits were 
drown'd ; 
Tho' doubtleſs they were fated todie upon dry Ground. 


STRAWBERRY-HILL. 
| _— 
ME cry up Gunnerſbury, for Sion ſome declare ; 
Some ſay with Chiſwick-houſe no Villa can com- 


pare; 
But aſk the Beaux of Middleſex, who know the 
Country well, [away the Belle. 


If Strawberry-Hill, if Strawberry-Hill, don't bear 
II. 


Some love to roll down Greenwich-Hill, for this 
Thing and for that ; [ſomewhat flat. 
Yer 


(24) 
- Yet Marble-Hill and Greenwich-Hill, if K—tt—y 
Cl—e can tell, 


From Strawberry-Hill, from Strawberry-Hill, can't 
bear away the Belle. 


III. 


Tho? Surry boaſts its Oak lands, and Claremont kept 

ſo jim, [Whim; 
And ſome prefer ſweet Southcoats, tis but a dainty 
But aſk the gallant Briſtol, who doth in Taſte excel, 


If Strawberry-Hill, if Strawberry-Hill, don't bear 


away the Belle. 


IV. 
-Since Denham ſung of Cooper's, there's ſcarce a Hill 
| around, 
But what in Song or Ditty is turn'd to Fairy Ground ; 
Ah! Peace be with their Memory, I wiſh them 
wond rous well, 


But Strawberry-Hill, but Strawberry-Hill, will ever 
bear the Belle. 
1 


Great William dwells at Windſor, as Edward did of old, 

ang 
full as bold; 

On lofty Hills, like Windſor, ſuch Heroes ought to 


| 
1 
AJ 


* " 
„33 „ | 


(2s) 


A BurLESQvE on STRAWBERRY-Hilr. 


I. 
OME do cry up College-Hill ; for Dowgate 
ſome declare ; [ pare ; 
Some ſay with Fiſh-ſtreet Hill no Dunghill can com- 
But aſk the Jades of London Town, who know the 
Hills full well, | 
If Ludgate-Hill, if Ludgate-Hill, don't bear away 
the Belle. 


| IL - 
Jack loves to tramp up Cornhill with Moll and ſun- 
burnt Patt; [without a Hat : 
And Brick-duſt Nan, o'er Tower-Hill will trudge 
— — if blear- ey d Sue 
[ bear the Belle. 
With — with Ludgate-Hill, will ever 


III. 
Let Grits dens. dirs MIR, RAGE 
fions Houſe ſo jim, [Wham : 


Tho” ſome prefer ſweet Mary's Hill, it's all an empty 
For aſk the Brims of Middleſex, who do in Vice excel, 


If Ludgate-Hill, dear Ludgate-Hill, don't bear away 
the Belle. 


IV. 
Since Francklyn wrote on Strawberry-Hill, there's 
ne'er a Street around, 
Where Nell, and Ballad-ſinging Kate, but does this 


But Ludgate-Hill ſweet Ludgate-Hill, will ever bear 
E V. Great 


(26) 


.V. 
Great M*Lean rode up Holbourn Hill, as Shepherd 
| did of yore, I Hundreds more; 
With Cords of Hemp about their Necks, and ſo will 
Whilſt down Snow Hill in Carts they roll, does toll 
St. Pulchre's Bell, 


Thefe Heroes go in dreadful Woe to bid the World 


FAREWELL. 


The TOAST. song by Mr. Brazp. 


I. | 

HEN Bacchus, jolly God, invites 

To revel in the Evening Rites, 

In vain his Altar I furround, - 

No Charms his Wine, without the Laſs ; 
"Tis Love gives Reliſh to the Glaſs ; 

| While all around in jocund Glee, 

Tho? ev'ry Nymph my Lips proclaim, 

My Heart ſtill whiſpers Chloe's Name: 


And, thus with me, by am'rous Stealth, 
Still ev'ry Glaſs is Chloe's Health. 


ht. lee — 
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(27) 
ENCORE; Or, The Lady Volunteer's Re- 


queſt from the Ile of Wight. May 26, 1758. 


I. 


HAT thet this Arm can't weld a Sword, 

Yet let me, Anfon, come on board ; 

My Voice ſhall help the loud Cannon's Roar, 

And, one Town burnt, FI cry Encore. 
And one, Se. 


Britons ftrike home ſhall be my Song, A 

Revenge on France all Europe's Wrong ; 2 

Fight, fight her Fleets, and ne er give o'er, 

Till her laſt Ship ſtops my Encore. 
Till ber, Sc. 


III. 


Am. I deny d this juſt Pretence, 
At leaft Pl try my Voice from hence; 
Shake then, proud France, thro” ev'ry Shore, 

For behold, Sc. {54 


The Barcnrrox's REPLY to the Mass 
ResoLUTION. 


1. bs | 
INCE by Statute we wed, and fince Beauty is 
fleeting, 
To all pretty Maidens theſe Lines I ſend greeting: 
m a Man that wou'd marry, wou'd Fortune but find, 
For Riches I care not, a Girl to my Mind. 

For Riches, &c. | 


E 2 | I. Not 


* 
LES 


(28) 


II. 


Not the high courtly Dame, with Aſſemblies and 
Drums, | | 
Nor the pert Demi-rep, with Diſſembling and Hums : 


Nor the fool-making Jilt, whom no Promile can bind, 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Girl to my Mind. 


Neither this, Sc. | 
II. 
Not the light - finger d Laſs, who all Night on 


Play ; 
Nor the modiſh fine Lady, that ſleeps all the Day: 
Nor Coquette, that's too forward, nor Prude that's 
uokind 
Neither this, tha, nor Cother's the Girl to my Mind. 
Neither this, &c. 


| IV. 
Nor the rich ancient Maiden, ill-natur'd as old, 
Nor the Bane of all Pleaſure, the meagre-face Scold ; 
Nor the Proſſ itute Beauty, the Scorn of Mankind; 
a 
Neither this, Sc. * 


But the Laſs who can love with Sincerench and Truth, 
With the Fondnefs of Age, and the Spirit of Youth ; 
In whom Senſe and Virtue with Wit are combin'd. 
Such a one, if there be, is the Girl to my Mind. 
Such @ one, Sc. 


The INVITATION. 
I. 
EE, Phillis, yonder Bower, 
With ev'ry beauteous Flower, 


And turn'd in Green array'd, 
2 Sc. | Sweet 


© ©: 
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Well both, &c. | 
The FRANK. 


L 
HERE was a grave Prude, and her Ears they 
were chaſte, 


I fay on my Word, I can't vouch for the reſt ; 
She wou'd make a wry Face, and be ſure to cry Fye, 


In a Word, ſhe thought ever ſo little awry. 


She wos d make 6 &c. 
* U. To 


(30) 
* . op iy | 
To a Member of Parliament ſhe was Firſt Couſin, 


And ſhe uſed to plague him for Franks by the Dozen ; 
Till one Day a very large Pacquet there came, 
And he wrote a Paw Word there, inſtead of his Name- 
* Ss: 
III. 
r Wand you may fo eee Ak 
Sometimes wrote with Chalk, ans 1 with 
Charcoal, :- 
Upon many a Window, nd nieny >'Davrs - 
We 1 chin, fund e before: 
Upon many « Window, G. 


IV. 


This Prude being hurried in writing one Day, 
She took up a Fraak, and ſhe ſent ir away; - 


But the Thing, Se. 


v. | | 

He ftepp'd to the Door, and he erde the Maid, 

And ſmiling around his broad Face, to her ſaid, 

My Reſpects to. your Miſtreſs, but pray let her know, 

Fm ſorry, but this Member's Frank will not go. 
My Reſpetts, Se. v1. ; 


Now, Ladies, take Warning by this Hiſtory ; 
Examine your Franks, 7 ſhou'd be too 


Shame: 


Kaye ._ — 
The 


May your Letters, &c. 


But the Thing did not ſeape the Peſtman's Inſpection, 
Tho” the firſt Time he'd- „ | 


(319 
The FAIRIN G. Sung at Sadlers Wells, 
3 


A $ Rog the Ploohmar » lf oung Sax, 
Was whiſtling and trudging it over the Plain, 
He met black-ey'd Suſan, whoſe dull Maidenhead 

Long had tir d her more than the Pail on her Head. 


I 


Deareſt Suſan, ſaid he, well met, in good Tims, ” 
I've a Favour to aſk, if it is not a Crime 
Will you go, pretty Maiden, with me to the Pair, 
ꝶ6—̃ ‚3f 
III. 0 
The Damſel reply d, as ſhe to go, 


I neer grant Men Favours, 9 
To teaze me and follow me, no longer dare, 


I want none of your Fairings to flick, in my Hair, 


IV. ; | 
with Kiſſes ſo well play's his Part," 
He ſoon found the Method to ſoften her Heart; 
Grown kinder, ſhe bluſh d, and cry'd, laſt Night, I 


But Roger 


ſwear, 


I dreamt of a n 


v. | 
— dll they came ts 8 Grove, | 
Where no one cou'd ſee bur the arch God of Love; 
Of the Fairing he gave ber thay Rock in hr Ha: 


VL. Ye 


(32) 


es VL 1 
Ye Laſſes of Britain, who ſigh and look wan, 
And pine all your Life in Secret for Man, 


Whill frolick,, and free, and good-natur'd you are, 
You'll never want Fairings to flick in your Hair. 


JOCKEY and MARY. 


. 
HEN Trees did bud, and Fields were green, 


Blyth Jocxzr's Looks her Heart did move 
To ſpeak her Mind thus free: 


TI follow, Gang down, Sc. 
= 


Nom Jocxzy did each Lad furpaſs 
That dwelt on this Burn Side ; 
And Mazy was a benny Lot, | 


© 
, 
F 
' 
i 
. 
, 
, 
x 


Thought by the Beauzy of is Face, 


(233) 


IJ. 
What paſs'd, 1 gueſs, was harmleſs Play, 
And nothing ſure unmeet; 
For, ganging home, I heard them fay, 
They lik'd a Walk fo ſweet : 
Ganging home, they d, &c. 
His Cheek to hers he fondly laid, 
She cry'd — Sweet Love, be true, 
And when a Wife, as now a Maid, 
To death I'll follow you. 
When a Wife, to Death, Ge. 


The BEAU and the WIT. 
I. 


REPHON, who try'd with ev'ry Grace 
His Perſon to adorn, 


His Perſon, Se. 


8* 


In 


Sylvia's Heart to find a Place, 
And wonder'd at her Scorn. BE 
And wonder d, (ec. # 


_ "vp 
With Bows and Smiles he did his Part, 


Burt oh! *rwas all in vain; . 
But ob ! "twas, fc. 
A Youth leſs fine, a Youth of Art, 
mmm 
And wou'd not out 
And wen d not, 


* 4 III. STar- 


( 34 ) 


III. 
STREPHON, in all new Faſhions dreſs d, 


And urg'd her to admire ; 
And ury'd, Sc. 
His Love alone the other preſs'd, 
Dear Nature kindly did the reſt, 
And mov'd her foft Deſire. 
And mov'd, &c. 

| IV. | 
This found his Srazrnon ends, 
Or makes it to his Glaſs, 

Or makes, Se. | 
There in himſelf now feek Amends, 
Convinc'd that where a Wit pretends, 

A Beau is but an Afs. 

Hf Bean, Sc. 


The Engliſh Padlock. By Mr. Pxion. 
I. 
ISS Danae was fair and young, 
Divinely ſung, Ec. 

Cou'd not be kept from Jove's Embrace 
By Doors of Steel, and Walls of Braſs. 
| And Walls of Brafs. 
Tell us, myſterious Huſbands, tell us, 
Why ſo myſterious ? why fo jealous ? 
Can harſh Reſtraint, the Bolt, the Bar, 
Make thee ſecure ? thy Wife leſs fair? 
Can harſh, Sc. 


— . ·˖· — we 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| And have nought but Intrigue and Diverſion in 
| F 2 


(35) 

3 
Send her abroad, and let her ſee, 
That all this World of 
Which ſhe, forbidden, lags to know, | 
Is Powder, Pocket, Glaſs, and Beau, Sc. | 
Be to her Virtues very kind, | 
Be to her Faizlts a little blind ; | 
Let all her Ways be unconfin'd, "| \ 
And clap your Padlock — on her Mind, &c. 


Nothing New. By James Worbare, Eſq; 
I. 

OU may talk as you will of new Modes and 

new Faſhions, 

Which whimſical Fancies have ever in View ; 

You may laugh at new Follies, and rail at new Paſſions, 
But look all around you, and Nothing is New. 
You may talk, Sc. fc. 0 


Nothing, nothing, nothing is new. 
U. 


That Virgins are whimßcal, fickle and coy, - 
Aſſecting to ſhun what they fondly purſue ; | 
Coqueuing, yet ſighing for conjugal Joy ; _ 
Confeſs, O E 
2 1 0 
can, 66 
II. 


— as, hs Gt. Prey 
worſe, [View ; 


With 


(36) 
With Loſs of their Virtue redeeming their Purſe, 


Is a Nation's Diſgrace- nad I wiſh it were new. 
That Ladies, &c. Sr. 


I wiſh, I wiſh, 1 wiſh it were new. 
That Fxxxcnuzr are Robbers, and Bravogs in War z 
But drubb'd into Manners, their Inſolence rue; 
That they ſculk into Holes from the brave Engliſh 
_ Tar, 
And lower their Topfails — is not at all new. 
That Frenchmen, &c, Sc. 
Not new, not new, is not at all new. 
„ V. 
That che Hud or PuusstA victoriouſſy flies 


That Views is BG to all her Allies, 
LetE xd has proy'dic notnew. 
Thet the Hero, Se. Ee. 
Not new, not new, who has prov'd it nat new. 
VI. | 
Let Barrons uhite, and be wiſe as they're brave, 
And bid to Contention und Faction adieu; | 


Then Glory ſhall crown them as Lords of the Wave, 


— 


Let Britons, Or. Oe. 5 | 
uit uit free u. New: 


Sung 


q 


T 


* 


Smiling meet the — 1156-4 
Faith inan 1 


(37) 


Sang by Ar. Branp, ” 
I. 
OW ſoft and yer majeſtic is her Air, | 
Her Temper with a heav'nly Sweetneſs bleſt, 


Amidft a thouſand Charms fits in her Looks confeſt, 
28894 ETD — 


II. 


Ye happy Days, your Flight 
Tour eaſy Flight PEPET; 


Bring ev'ry foft Delight 


To ſooth the Brave and Fair. 
| Bring endleſs, ſoft, &c. 


III. 
Hail, 


happy Pair! 
Thus in each other bled; 
Be ever free from Care 
COTE. UBT: © 
IV. 1 


Sung od Miſs — . 
ET all, let all be gay, - 


(38) 


DUET T O. Sung by Mr. Bz ARD and 
Miſs Youns. 


The Raptures of pofleſling, 
Melting into Beauty's Arms. 
Miſs Younc. O the Joy, the laſting Blefling, 
Which from Honour takes its Charms. 
Miſs Youxc. Love and Honour both ſhall charm 
thee. * 


A Touch on the Times. By James Wors- 
DALE, Eſq; 
hs 3 I. 

OME liſten and laugh at the Times, 
Since folly was never fo ripe ; 
For ev'ry Man laughs at thoſe Rhimes, 

That gives his own Follies a Wipe. 
We live in a kind of Diſguiſe ; 

We flatter, we lic, and proteſt ; 
| While each of us craftily tries 
On others to faſten the Jeſt. 

On others, &c. A 


The Virgin, when firſt ſhe is woo'd, 

And while by her Lover purſu d, 
Can laugh at his Folly and Pain : 

But when from her Innocence won, 
And doom'd for her Virtue to mourn, 


Mr. Bano. 


* 


When 


11 


11 


| 


(39) 
When ſhe feels herſelf loſt and undone, 
He laughs at the Fool in his Turn.; 
He laughs, Sc. 
III. 
The Fools who at Law do contend, 
Can laugh at each other's Diſtreſs, 
 Neer think how their Subſtance grows leſs; 
Till hamper'd by tedious Expence, 
Altho” to compound they are loth ; 
They'll find, when reſtor d to their Senſe, 
The Lawyers fit laughing at both. 
The Lawyers, Wc. 
| IV. 
But while we perceive it the Faſhion 
For each Fool to laugh at each other, 


Let us ftrive with a gen'rous Compaſſion, 


To correct, not contemn one another : 
We all have ſome Follies to hide, 


Which known would diſhonour the beſt ; 
And Life, when tis thoroughly tried, 
Like Friendſhip, will ſeem but a Jeſt. 
Like Friendſbip, Sc. 


„ The Eight preceding Songs, ſet to Muſick by 
ALSH is Ca- 


"A. Aanz, may be bad of My. W 
therine-Street. 


ADVICE 


(49) 


ADV.ICE to COLIN. 
Sung by Miſs Fo RM ANT II at Ranclagh. 
I. | 
HAT Sr quits the wintry Plain, 

Forbear, fond Youth to mourn ; 
m | 
And ſmile at Spring's Return. 
Can Duty juſtify a Choice, 

Her duteous Choice 
And let at laſt her Voice 

Still ſeem the Voice of Love. | 

II. | 
By Abſence, Bliſs awhile delay'd, | 
As Sor, to diftant Climes' convey'd, 
Hence let no Fear your Breaſt invade, 
By Hope each Hour improve; 
ie uation 50 hb ron 
Then doube nor STeLLa's Love. 

Then doubt, Se. 


ABSENCE. Sung by the Lame, 
I. 


22 his gladforne Beams withdrawn, 
The Hills all white with Snow, 


Lee me dejected and forlom; 
Who can deſcribe my Woe! 


But what to me is Birds or Brooks, 
Or any Joy that's near ? 
How fad the Lute, and dull the Boaks, 
When Damon is not here ? | 


m 
Each Moment from my Dear away, 


Is a long Age of Pain; 
Fly fwift ye Hours, be calm ms Day 


FRIENDSHIP. Sung by the fame. 


I. 


HE World, my dear Barn, is full of Deceiz, 
And Friendſhip's a Jewel we ſeldom can meer. 
How ftrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This Source of Content is fo rare to be found! 
O Friendſhip ! thou Balm and rich Sweet'ner of Life! 
Kind Parem of Eaſe, and Compoſer of Strife! 

: nn | Without 


(42) 
Without thee, alas, what are Riches and Pow'r, 
W 2 the Joys of an Hour 
But empty, & 
II. 


How much to be oriz'd and ehem d is a Friend, 
On whom we can always with Safety depend ? 
Our Joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And Griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into Peace: 
When Fortune is ſmiling, what Crouds will appear, 
Their Kindneſs to offer, and Friendſhip fincere ? 
Yet, change but the Proſpect, and point out Diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you, they eagerly preſs. 

to age,  - 


Farewell to — Sung by the ſame. 
. L 9 


adieu; 

Fair Lothian's lovely varied Face I never ſhall review. 

Though far remote, thoſe calm Retreats my tendereſt 
Thoughts employ, [ Joy. 

Ge a 

I. 

Now beſt w me. thoſe verdane Meads, refreſh'd with 
mazy Rills, 

Thoſe Plains with Groves. and Villa's crown'd, and 

— brown brow'd lofty Hills; 

The loadly Vak, the filver ſtream, that firſt attun'd 


my 


1 


Fire 


DIEU, Evixa, friendly Seat, ye native Fields 


III. Where 


1 
ö 


( 43) 


III. 
| Where ofe the penſive Muſe explor'd the Muſic of 
| the Wood, Flood, 
Or on the flow'ry Brink enjoy d the Murmurs of the 
No more to me thoſe peacetul Scenes ſhall their De- 
lights renew. 

Adieu, Epma, friendly Seat, ye native Fields adieu. 


The Bor D Arrrurr. Sung by the ſame. . 


I. 

Will not Faith or Love accuſe, 
Altho* my Miſtreſs me refuſe ; 
<Q > But blame my own Unworthineſs, 
| That dar'd attempt fo high a Bliſs. 
That dar d, &c. 
Too much it was for me to love, 
| One who was like the bleſs'd above; 
| An Angel's Face, a Syren's Voice, "i 

* Much too divine for human Choice. 
| Mauch too, Sc. 


| Had I but wikcly giv'n my Heart, 
And only Joy'd her but in Part, 
Her Hand, her Lip, her Cheek, or Exe, 
6 I might have liv'd, when now I de. 
I might, Sc. | 
But I preſuming all to chuſe, | 
Am now condemn'd the Whole to loſe : 
Like Phaeton, - I've ſoar'd too high, 
For which alas, I fall, I die! 

For which, &c. 


G 2 


(44). 
The BLIxD Lovex. Sung by the ſame. 


I. 
PRs not, miſtaken Swain, thy Art 
my partial Eyes, 


Vain Youth, to your Confulion know, 
'Tis to my Love's Exceſs, 
You all your fancied Beauties owe, 
Which fade as that 


"You all your faxcied, S. 
IV. 


. if not ſor mine, 
You ſhould preſerve my Fire, 
Since you, my Swain, no more will ſhine, 
When I no more admire. 
Since you, Se. | 


V. 
Dy me indred ypu cor ins 
The Wonder of your Kind ; 
But be not of my Judgment proud, 
Whom Love has render'd blind. 
But be not, &c. | 


(45) 


| The Rapiant EEA. Sung by the fame. 
| I. 


S c Aﬀteeria's Fields I rove, 44 Ly 
Ten thouſand Beauties round me riſe, 8 
And mingle Pleafure with Surprize., 

And mingle, Ec. | 
| By Nature bleſs'd in every Part, 
Adom'd with ev'ry Grace of Art, 
This riſing Scene of blooming Joys . 
al d Each raptur'd Senſe at once employs. 
Each raptur d, &c. | 
| But when I view the Raviant Quan, 
| Who form'd this fair enchanting Scene, be 
Pardon, ye Grots, ye cryitat Floods, - - 
N Ye breathing Flows, ye indy Woods, 

Ye breathing, &c. 1 1 
IV. 
wood 4 
No more your murm' ring Stream delights ; 
1 Your Sweets decay, your Verdure's flown, 

My SouP's intent on her alone. 

My Sout's, Se. Oc. : 


(46) 


The MovzzarTz Wisn. By Mr. Porr. 
I. 


APPT the Man, whoſe Wiſh and Care 

A few paternal Acres bound ; 
Content to breathe his native Air 

In his own. Ground. | or 
bn bis own, Se. | 
Content to breath, Sc. 


II. 


Whoſe Herds with Milk, whoſe Fields with Bread, 
Whoſe Flocks ſupply him with Attire ; 

Whoſe Trees in Summer yield him Shade, \ 
In Winter Fire. 

In Winter, &c. 

Whoſe Trees, Sc. 


III. 
Neſt who can unconcern'dly find, 
Hours, Days, and Years flide ſoft away, / 
In Health of Body, Peace of Mind, 


| Quiet by Day. 
Diet, Sc. 


Is Health, Se. 
IV. 
Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe, 
Together mixt, fweet Recreation; 
And Innocence, which moſt does pleaſe, 
With Meditation. 
With, Sc. 


And Innocence, Sc. 


| 


V. Thus 


(47) 


V. 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown ; 
Thus unlamented let me die; 
Steal from the World, and not a Stone 
Tell where I lie. 
Tell where, Ec. 
Steal from, Sc. 


The SexnTIMENTAL Loves. 


I. 

HILE with fond Rapture and Amaze, 

On thy tranſcendent Charms I gaze, 

On thy, Sc. 

My cautious Soul eſſays in vain 

Her Peace and Freedom to maintain. 
Her Peace, &c. 


I. 
Yer let that blooming Form divine, 
Where Grace and Harmony combine ; 
Where Grace, Sc. 
Thoſe Eyes, like genial Orbs that move, 


In all their Pomp affail my View, 
Intent my Boſom to ſubdue, 


Intent, Se. 
My Breaſt by wary Maxims ſteel'd, 
Nor all thoſe Charms ſhall force to yield. 
Nor all, &c. 


(48) 
IV. 


But when invok'd to Beauty's Aid, 
I fee th enlighten'd Soul difplay'd ; 

I ſee, Se. 
That Soul, fo ſenſibly ſedate, | 
Amid the Storms of owes Face. 


The AxTITSS Lover. 

L. 

HILE, Strephon, thus you teaze me, 
To fay what won my Heart, | 


It cannot ſure be Treaſon, 
If I the Truth impart. 


IL 


Twas not your Eyes, tho” bright; 
: . "Twas not your Bloom, tho 
rr 


III. *T was 


— — — 


(49) 


III. 
*T was not your Drefs, tho ſhining, 
Nor Shape, that made me ſigh; 
*T was not your Tongue combining, 
For that, I know, might lye. 
IV. 
No; 'twas your gen rous Nature, 
Bold, ſoft, fincere and gay; | 


It ſhone in every Feature, 
And flole my Heart away. 


De Tow preceding Songs, ſet to Muſick by 
Mr. Oswald, may be bad of him at bis hn 
Shop in St. Martin's Church-yard. 


An ODE to ConTexTMenT. By Mr. Borcz. 
Set to Muſick by Mr. Jos. Baitpon, and 
ſung by Mr. Bzazp at Ranclagh. 


I. 

WEET ConrtexTuzxT! heav'nly bright! | 
Worſhip'd thro? the Realms of Light; 
Void of thee, what's Wealth or Pow'r 
Bur the Pageants of an Hour ! 

Pride ne er taſtes thy ſoft Repoſe, 
Pomp and Grandeur are thy Foes ; 
Yet within the Moſs-grown Cell 


H m. See 


( 50) 


II. 
See yon humble Swains advance, 
Beat 8 2 
Hark ! the merry Milkmaids fing 
All beneath thy gladfome Wing. 

| IV. 

Wide beams forth th* eternal Ray, 
All who wou'd be happy may ; 
And, howe'er we change the Name, 
Virtue and Content's the fame. 


LOVE and FRIENDSHIP. 


L 
ARD is the Fate of him who loves, 


Yet dares not tell his trembling Pain, 
ſympathetic 


But to the Groves, 
But to the lonely lic ning Plain. 

The lonely . . 

Oh! when ſhe bleſſes next your Shade, 


Oh ! when her Footſteps next are ſeen, *' 


In flow'ry Tracks along the Mead, 
In freſher Mazes o'er the Green. 
In Mazes &er, Oc. 


III. 
Ye gentle Spirits of the Vale, 
To whom the Tears of Love are dear; 
From dying Lillies waft a Gale, 
And figh my Sorrows in her Ear. 
Inn, Sc. 


——— 


ARTFUL CHLOE, 
S once on little Chloe's Knee, in Chart, 
The little playfyl Cupid fat; 
His Arrows tipp'd with Smiles he found, 
mats — 


II. 
Young Strephon ſmil'd che God to fee, 
And cry'd, blind Archer, ſhoot at me: 
Full oft the Wanton, touch'd with Pride, 
Took Aim, but Strephon ſtepp'd aſide. 


Wn, 


Deſigning Chloe ery d forbear ; 


And vow'd their Conteft now unfair : 

As Cupid's blind, young Swain, faid ſhe, 

Unjuſt it is that you ſtiould fee, 
IV, 

And blindfold now the God defy'd, 

While Chloe levelFd 'right his Dart, 

And ftruck out-witted Strephon's Heart. 


Ha 


( 52) 
The GAMESTER's 


APOLOGY. 


A New Song in the Comedy of the GamesTzs. 


Sung by Mr. Bzazv. 


| I. 
E Youths of this Town, 
Who roam up and down, 
To eat and to dreſs all your Aim; 
Be not fqueamitſh or nice 
To make Friends of the Dice : 
All the World plays the beſt of the Game. 


And Trade, through the Nation, 
Will dupe all they can without Shame; 

Then why ſhou'd not we 

In our Turn be as free ? 


All the World plays the beſt of the Game, 


Por Le Dur he Gam. 


IV. 
To gain his baſe Ends, 
Each Lover 

To talk of his Darts and his Flame; 

By which he draws in 

The poor Maiden to Sin, 

Who is left with the worſt of the Game. 


V. The 
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The prudiſh coy maid, 
With Hypocrify's Ad. 

To fooliſh fond Man does the ſame : Fo 

When the FooP's in the Net 7 | 


The Prude turns Coquet, 
And her Spouſe has the worſt of the Game. | 


VI. 
The Patriots ſo loud, 
Who roar to the Crowd, 
And mount to the Summit of Fame 
Their Mouths ſoon will ſhut, 
Then they ſhuffle and cut, 
And at Court play the beſt of the Game; | 


VI. 


The Heroes ſo ſtout, | 
At home make a Rout, ' 
And fwear the proud Foe they will tame: 

But alter their Tones, 
When they think of their Bones, 


And for them play the beſt of the Game. 
VII. 


Then ſince the great Plan 

Is cheat as cheat can, | 
Pray think not my Notion's to blame ; 
In Country and Town, 
From Courtier to Clown, 
All the World plays the beſt of the Game. 


o DE 
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ODE on the Grand SzcxtrT Exyepition, 


RIWeir ATI v. 
O mee let Fame difturb our Ears, 
With Britiſh Feats in antient Wars ; 
I fing, ye Britons, join the Lay, 
The Glories of a Modern Day: 


Thy Trump, O Fame, in Repetition, 
Shall ſound the SzcxzrT Exyzpition. 


Tune, What is greater Joy and Pleaſure, Se. 
Come and liften to the Dirty, 
All ye Friends of Britain bold ; 
Foreign Nations lend your Pity, 

As we've often lent you Gold, 
Do not ſcoff our fad Condition, 
Nor indulge your little Spite, 
For the Szcxer ExpzpitTiOon, 
Qnce ſo dark, is come to light. 


There was an old Woman lod on the . 


Now it was in the Month of June or July, 
Seventeen Hundred and Fifty Seven, 
A Scheme was adjuſted duly and truly, 
And Orders to — 
Fol, bot, ol, 


This Fleet was fo large, f ſo fine and fo brave, 
To frighten all France it was their Intention ; 
Which they might have done, Fll bett two to one, 
Had nt it been for a d d C-nv—t—n. 
| Tal, tal, bol. 


\ 


\ 


| 
| 


Then ftrait they began for to bluſter and vapour, 
ich fri d the Hero to put Pen to Paper: 
d with Fear and Apprehenſion, 


Ah! what could he do in this pitiful Plight! 


"T was now, Sirs, in vain for to run or to fight; 
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When his Father's fine Houſe was poſſefs'd by a. 


e 
ri | 


Oh! the Houſe of his Father, his Father's fine | 
That a Million per Year out of E-—d did chouſe, 
And made the lean Briton ſh—< ſmall as a Mouſe ; 


Pray was it not, look you, a plentiful Houſe. 
Rzc1iTATIVE. | 


Britannia now aghaſt ! beheld her Fate, 
But as the Duce wou'd have it — *twas too late! 
For ah! the Fleet ſo lately fitted our, 

To ſcour Rochelle, and all the Coaſt about, 

Now found themſelves too weak, the French too ſtout. 


A Cabler there was, Ge. 


But the Truth of this Weakneſs is eafily gueſt at, 
And may ſerve very well for all to jeſt at; 
Strait a Sloop was difpatch'd for to call back the Fleet, 


230 
Derry down. 
Then away 


they rurn'd back in deviliſh Hurry, - 
Which put the rough Tars in a Rage and a F 


And while we were dreaming at Home, 223 


What Joy muſt it be to a Nation, like Britain, 
To ſee ſuch a Fleet fafe return d and unbeaten ; 
What leſs can be done on fo Gazar an Occasion, 
W 
the Narion. 
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The ENQUIRY. Sung by Mr. Bzazvo. 


| I. 
WEE T Content, from whence thy Name, 
Grandeur, Glory, Wealth or Fame? 
Can the Sun of Pomp and State 
Brighten through the Gloom of Fate ? 


II. 
Can the Wreaths that Heroes wear, 
Can the Treaſures Miſers ſhare ? 
Can Renown the Poets pay? 
Can theſe baniſh Care away ? 
| HI. 
No ; then in Life's giddy Round 
Where ſhall Happineſs be found ? 
This let Nature's Self define, 
"Tis in Woman, tis in Wine. 
IV. 
Sooths and chears and crowns the Soul ; 
Theſe alone can Life i 


improve, 
Friendſhip, Woman, Wine and Love. 


The CONQUEST. Sung by Miſs FozmanTELL. 
J. 


LL down in a Valley, of Nature the Pride, 
Contentment ide o er the f 
And Fondneſs and Peace were Poſſeſſors within. cha 
One „ the Proof of their paſſionate Flame, 
The Joy of their Life was, and Chloe her Name ; 
The Bloom of fixteen bid her Charms all ariſe, 
And Innocence beam d from her Soul through ber Eyes. 

II. 

The Roſe from her Cheek learnt in Bluſhes to bloom, 
The Flow ret around from her Breath caught Perfume ; 
The Meadows grew bright as ſhe tript it along, 
And Chloe was halb d in each little Bird's Song. 
Such Charms, ſuch Perſections, ſoon ſpread o'er the Plains, 
The Nymphs were all rivalF'd, and love-fick the Swains ; 
At Wake or at E in Song or in Tale, 


The Topic was ftill the dear Laſs of the Vale. 


I III. Young 
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III. . 
Young Colin the Rover, well vers'd in the Trade, 
Whole Pride was to conquer each obdurate Maid, | 


Determin d the Laurel of Triumph to wear, | 
And win to his Wiſh this immoveable Fair. | 
As aw'd by her Charms all were baſhful and ſhy, | 
Young Colin refolv'd other Methods to try, | 
With Fopp'ry and Flatt'ry ſo warm he addreſt, | 
The Nymph felt her Heart pit-a-pat in her Breaſt. 

IV. 
His Words were fo ſweet, and his Vows ſo devout, 
She found 'twas impoſſible to hold out ; 
'Tho' Prudence late brighten'd her Mind with its Ray, 
Yet Pity or Love now gave Colin the Day. | 
The Conqueſt obtain'd, from her Arms he withdrew, | 
Each Youth that ador'd once abſconded her too. 
Poor Chloe was doom'd from her Glory to fall, | 
And loſt by her Kindneſs the Kindneſs of all. 


Sung By Miſs FoxmanTELL. 


MO 
NE Midſummer Morning, when Nature look'd gay, 
The Birds full of Song, nd the Flocks full of Play, 
When Earth feem'd to anſwer the Smiles from above, , 
And all Things proclaim's it the Seaſon of Love, | 
My Mother cry'd, Nancy, come haſte to the Mill, * | 
If the Corn be not ground, you may fcold if you will. 
= | 

The Freedom to uſe my Tongue pleas'd me no doubt, | 
A Woman alas, would be nothing without; | 
I] went tow'rd the Mill without any Delay, | 
And conn'd o'er the Words I determin'sd to fay ; | \ 
Butwhen I came near, I beheld it ſtock ſtill, | 
Bleſs my Stars now, I cry d, huff em rarely I will. 

III. | 
The Miller to Market that Inftant was gone, 
The Work was all left to the Care of his Son; 
Now tho” I can ſcold well as any one can, 
I thought 'twou'd be wrong for tu ſcold the young Man. 
IT faid, Pm furpriz'd can uſe me fo ill, | 
Sir, I muit have my Corn ground, I muſt, and I will. 


IV. Sweet 


D Betty fair, whoſe daily Care the cleanly Dairy 
_ Bf 
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IV. 
Sweet Maid, cry'd the Youth, the N. 
No Corn in the Town Fd grind fooner than thine; 
Theres no one more ready many in picabng the Fai, 
The ill ſhall go merrily round | declare 
Ber bark how E Bock fp. and fee how they bill, 
Know I muſt have a Kifs firſt, I muſt and I will. 


V. 
My Corn bei I tow'rd Home bent my Way ; 
He iter, Be'd ſomething of Moment to ſay, 
Inſiſted to hand me along the green Mead, 
And done (ne te rl mg nd. and indeed ; 
And that he'd be conſtant and true to me ftill ; 
So fince that Time Ive lik'd him, and like him I will. 
f ofren fay, Mother, the Miller TII buff; 
She laughs, and cries, Go, Girl; aye, plague him enough. 
And ſcarce a Da but by her » 
I gain a fly Kiſs from the Youth I adwire. 
If Wedlock he wiſhes, his Wiſh FI fulfil, 
And L' anfwer, O] yes, with a hearty Good Will. 


is not mine; 


Cox rRADICTIOox. Sung by Mr. BEAR SD. 
I. 


claim'd, 

lecret Art, my youthful Heart with amv'rous Warmth in- 
flam'd. 

But ah her Pride my Suit deny'd, and ſcorn d my ſoft Af- 


fection, 
In vain I ſtrove to win her Love, for the was Contradidtion. 


For fhe, &c. 8 
mange each Morn her Kine I fouyht around the 
cad 


Her Poultry ton I gave their Due, and did her Pidgeons feed : 


I wy'd all Day, each tender Way, my Love krew no Re- 


iction; 


Yet poor my Care to move the Fair, ſhe ftill was Contra- 


diction. 


She ftill, Sc. 


I 2 - 
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III. 
The purblind Boy, whoſe ſole Employ is gentle Hearts to 
ee Ear, „Fond Youth, forbear, thy Court - 


ſhip's all in vain: 


«© Be bold thy Tongue, and glibly hung, not with Truth 
ber Faches: * 


From Church to Bed the Maid I led, and charm'd by Cong, 
tradiction. | 
And charm'd, &c, \ P 
The CONQUEST. Sung by Mifs FoxmaxTELL. = 


I, 
| "o 
She rivall'd ev'ry rural Nymph, and raptur'd ev'ry Swain; 
os he Fils we GO wo How, end arblers to +3: ©» 
: rejo ice "I Voice. 
Her Form was Beauty, Love her Look, and Melody her 
3 IL 
As round the Bee for vernal Sweets the fleeting Inſects throng, | 
So all the Shepherds Chloe woo'd, with Pipe, with Tale, and 


She, a amus d the am rous 
Train: | | vain, 


How rare, unknowing to have Charms, and knowing, not be 


HE. 
When Vanity infects the Mind, Truth ſeldom wins the Heart, 3. 
Hence Chloe laugh'd at all fincere, but preſs d the Flatt'rer's | 
Art . | 
While Ruin borrow'd Pleaſure's Face, poor Chloe was un- 
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IV. 
The far*rite Youth foon left her Arms, the Vic ry to 
For Kindneſs ne er ſecures the Heart that glows with ſenſual 


No more the Nymphs . 
herds figh'd; P 
Her Honour loſt, her _ flown, and vaniſh'd all 
Still Chloe's Fate, ye Virgin Fair, in Mem s Mirror view, 
Nor pant for Sway, but rather rule a ſingle that's true ; 


1 ruſt not yourſeives, for Nature s weak, nor can with Art 


Oh! always think your Danger near, then Virtue is your 


I Love vou FOR THAT. 
I. 


Oung Daphne made Damon a Dupe to her Pride 
Y He 5 he'd ſtorm, and he'd ſooth, and he'd 
— OP ERNPOP LY 

Had I been a Damſel, Fm ſure he'd won me. 


But all her Return to his amorous Chat, 
Was, yes to be ſure! Oh I lore you for that. 


Was yes, &c. = 
He told her, her Eyes ſhone more bright than the Day ; 
And fuch ſoft Things 2s all oft Lovers fay wad 
That Paſſion deſpis to Age turn turn his Youth, 
And that he thow'd dic wh was Tum 
Vet tho he ſtill put 


"Twas yes Ee. 


his 


Now Courtſhip was on a weak Plan, 

He threw off the Lover, and put on the Man; 

And while . 

Swore boldly, by Jove, he'd be happy that Hour: 

She frown'd, and ſtrait. flying the Place where they far, 

Cry'd—Yes to be ſure ! Oh I love you for that. 
Cry'd, &c. 2 


But Damon ſoon claſp'd the N faſt in his Arms, 
And fwore that his Flame 'd be crown'd with her 
Charms ; - 
That 


tune, 


Hark, the Birds their Sonnets 
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fet ta Mufick by Mr. Ber, 


5. Jo 


9 The Seven 
may be had 


Farmer's Toil. 


Harveſt, fafe from Spoil, 


HE Lark's ſhrill Notes awakes the Morn, 
'The Breezes wave the ripen'd Corn: 
the happy 
Lari, &c. 


The LAAEk's SR RIIIL NOTES. 


Sung by Mrs. Vic EVT at Vauxhall. 


- Rewards 
The 


A 


=) 
Oer which he tells the jocund Tale. 
The flowing, Sc. 


Sung by Mr. BZA D. 


I. 
LY THE Colin, a pretty young Swain 
B To cout ms wells many & Ml, 


To court, Cc. 
I bid him return back again, 
Tix 1 wi — 
"I wiſh him to a great while. 
Tho” I wiſh, mp 


But I let him not wait a great while. 
_ But I bt, &c. | 
IV. 


He begg'd me to grant him a Kiſs, 
So carneft it made me to ſmile ; 
So earneſt, &c. 
Have done, I cried, fie ! tis amiſs, 
Have done, &c. | 
Tho' I wift'd it to laſt a great while. 
Tho! I ui d, &c. 


V. 
That e 4 will ſpoil 
5 
bat Time, &c. 


Icrofs 
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I] croſs him, tho quite of his Mind, 
I craſs him, &c. 


when, 
Oh ! III not live a Maid a great while. 
Ob Pll nat, &c. 


The GorpFrincn to CHTor. 


Sung by Miſs YouxsG at Ranelagh. 


A young Lady, 


my 
in my Priſon learn'd from thee 
To warble forth SwzET LI SSR Tr. 


And loſe his own SwzzT LIIER T. 
With deep, Ec. PEGGY. 
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PE G G Y. 


I. 


fung, 
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The Love RAr rox. 


I. 
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(6G). 
Sung by Mr. Low at Vauxhall. 


I. . 
— — 
why, in the midft of my . 
= 


Will always with few be content. 


The Maipzenx's Apvies. 


kept 
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To'Rosat I DA. Sung by Mr. Be akD, 

e TEE HATERS L 
Search'd the Fields of ev'ry Kind, 
The ſweeteſt Flowers I cho, 
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